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of St. John the Baptist, the bachelor of arts was one of the Fellows
of Merton and the men in attendance were Churchwardens, clerks,
sidesmen and parish authorities. The ladder was let down over the
city walls at two places where the walls were crossed by the parish
bounds and at certain important points which it was desired that
the boys should keep in mind they were made to scramble for
sweetmeats. We determined to follow the procession and see the
end. We came down into Deadman's Walk and then passed up
a flight of steps and through an iron gate into Corpus Gardens.
Here we were stopped by a gate of which the key could not be
found for some time. In this quarter the parish boundary ran through
an outhouse where used to be an ancient wheel for raising water.
In this outhouse a cross was scratched upon a' particular stone to
mark where the boundary passed through the wall. By this time
the missing key had been found and we found ourselves in the
private garden of the President of Corpus, Matthias Wilson.  It
seemed to be an ancient custom here that those who beat the
bounds should be regaled with bread, cheese and ale from the
private Buttery of the President of Corpus.   Accordingly we
gathered under an old archway while the customary dole was
lianded out to us over the buttery hatch. Here Knox took occasion
to remark in his merry kughing mischievous way with a sidelong
look at Mayhew and myself that all those who beat the bounds
were expected to contribute towards the expenses of the Church.
The proposed offertory however produced nothing and when we
had finished our bread, cheese and ale we passed on through a
pretty conservatory where the President came out of his library to
speak to Knox and Mayhew. The bounds now led us through an
outer court where the parish boys were liberally splashed with cold
water by undergraduates from the windows of the upper rooms.
Eventually we emerged close by Canterbury Gate and went into
Oriel. Here there was a grand uproar in the quadrangle, the men
threw out to the boys old hats (which were immediately used as
footballs), biscuits were also thrown out and hot coppers, and the
quadrangle echoed with shouting and laughter' and the whole place
was filled with uproar, scramble, and general licence and confusion.
Knox could scarcely get his boys under control again, but at length
we went up the hall steps, down through the cloisters into the
kitchen precincts where there was a Hogarthian scene and a laugh-